40                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
*A message from the Commander of Sector 28 At the sound of the heynd, you are to strike on the left flank, in SmuLkowski Street There are not too many Germans there. At the same time, we shall push them out of the building on your side. Make a lot of noise. Use up the grenades you have,"
We waited in silence for the sound of the heynal It got hotter and stuffier every minute. Smoke came pouring in through the broken windows. We coughed and sniffed and cursed. And waited
A low roar of motors came overhead. German planesl I obeyed my first impulse and shouted*
"Downstairs, boys! To the shelters!"
No one moved. I looked around. Faces were set, eyes were tense. Sweeper had his hand cupped around his ear They waited for the heynd to sound
Grazyna took down the last words of Sweeper's message to the Sector Command, and my request for more nurses if they were available. She received an extra hand grenade for an emergency. She straightened her belt, brushed her curls off her forehead, and walked out, unsmiling but without a trace of fear, "They did pick them weH for liaison work," I thought admiringly.
At that instant, three bombs, one after another, crashed in the vicinity ITbe houses around us crumbled and brick dust filled the air and our nostrils. And in the midst of this howling pandemonium of destruction, the notes of the heynd rose clear.
We ran downstairs, and were whirled into battle. Fires swept over us. Green German uniforms mixed with our own. People were running to and fro, some yelled, others moaned While bombs were falling afl around, our scrambling feet stumbled against dead bodies littering the street
The German cannon fire seemed to quiet down* And then, the Polish flag was hoisted over the building of the